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This, hotter than the other ten to one, Longs to be put unto her mother's trade, And loud proclaims she lives too long a maid, Wishing for one t5 untie her virgin zone.
She finds virginity a kind of ware
That's very very troublesome to bear,
And being gone, she thinks will ne'er be missed;
And yet withal, the girl has so much grace, To call for help I know she wants the face, Though asked, I know not how she would resist.
m
Mary is black, and taller than the last, Yet equal in perfection and desire, To the one's melting snow, and Mother's fire, As with whose black their fairness is defaced.
She pants as much for love as th'other two, But she so virtuous is, or else so wise, That she will win (or will not love) a prize, And but upon good terms will never do:
Therefore who will her conquer ought to be
At least as full of love and wit as she,
Or he shall.ne'er gain favour at her hands;
Nay, though he have a pretty store of brains. Shall only have his labour for his pains, Unless he offer more than she demands.42                        CHARLES    COTTON            1630-1687
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